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yesterday so arrogant and proud, now driving for the last
time through the scenes he knew and loved so well. What
terrible reflections and apprehensions must have been his
as he drove along, past the familiar places, his " wonderful
life " wrecked for ever. Did he know, as he sat huddled in a
corner, that another carriage was following him ?
He reached the Cadogan Hotel. He had decided to go
abroad that night. A friend and neighbour of his was walk-
ing up Tite Street at about 6.45, and saw a cab piled high
with luggage outside Wilde's house ; he noticed that his
mother, Lady Wilde, the distinguished Irish poetess, was
superintending the loading of the cab. Alas ! too late ; a
newspaper boy was coming up the street, shouting at the
top of his voice, " Arrest of Oscar Wilde."
Shortly after six, Inspector Richards and Sergeant Allan
of Scotland Yard found Wilde at the Cadogan Hotel. They
had a warrant for his arrest. " Really," said Wilde, and he
stumbled out of the hotel into a waiting cab. He was seen
to be very drunk. He was taken to Scotland Yard and then
to Bow Street, and charged. He spent the night in prison ;
he could not eat, and all night paced and paced his cell in
deep and black despair. The Poet of the Beautiful. Poor
Wilde, he was to see nothing of beauty again for more than
two years, except what suffering could reveal from the
depths.
Almost at the same time as that of Wilde's arrest, Edward
Carson walked slowly into the precincts of the Palace of
Westminster. A crowd of members and correspondents were
waiting for him in the Lobby. Bitter political opponents like
Tim Healy and Swift MacNeill, his countrymen and Wilde's,
patted him on the back. " Well, done," they said. Carson
shrugged his shoulders. It had been a filthy business : he was
tired and exhausted. Whatever else, it was certainly no
cause for congratulation. " Did you ever compete against
Wilde at Trinity ? " asked a Lobby correspondent. " I was
never an infant prodigy/5 said Carson, and moodily walked
off to the library to be by himself. " He does not seem to be
in a hurry, even now," said the correspondent.
Nevertheless, it was felt that justice had been done,